waiting the appointed time to make itself fully
manifest.

The great dome is of gold, and of either black or
very deep blue. Myriads of chandeliers, holding
tiny glass cups, hang from the roof. Pale yellow
matting covers the plain of the floor. The silvery
glimmer comes from the thousands of cups, the
primrose gleam from the matting. The walls are
lined with slabs of exquisite marble of many pat-
terns and colors. Gold mosaic decorates the roof
and the domes. Galleries, supported by marble
arcades, and leaning on roofs of dim gold, run round
a great part of the mosque; which is subtly broken
up, and made mysterious, enticing, and various by
curved recesses of marble, by innumerable arches,
some large and heavy, some fragile and delicate, by
screens, and by forests of columns. Two-storied
aisles flank the vast nave, through which men wan-
der looking almost like little dolls. So huge is the
mosque that the eyes are deceived within it, and can
no longer measure heights or breadths with ac-
curacy. When I first stood in the nave I thought
the chandeliers were hanging so near to the ground
that it must be dangerous for a tall man to try to
pass underneath them. They are, of course, really
far higher than the head of a giant.

In Santa Sophia intricacy, by some magical pro-
cess of genius, results in simplicity. Everything
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